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The Tragedis 0/ Hamlet 

Then 1 will come to my mother by and by, 

They foo'.e me to the top of my bent,l will come by and by, 
Lcauc me friends. 

I will, lay 19 . By and by is cafily teid, 

Tis now the very witching tim e of night. 

When Churchyards yawne,and hell it felfc breakesout 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drinke hote blood. 
And doc fuck bufmefle as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : fofc,now to my mother, 

0 hartloofe noc thy nature! let not cuer, 

The foulcof Nero enter this firme bofomc! 

Let me be cruell,notvnnaturaU, 

1 will Ipeake dagger to her,but vfe none. 

My tongue and foul c in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeucr fhe be /bent, 

To giue them fealcs neuer my foule content. 

Enter King .Rofener aus y md Guy Idenfi erne. 
King . I like him not,nor ftands it fafe with vs 
To let his madneffe range,therefore prepare you, 

I yourcommiffion will forth-wich dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazerd fo neer's as doth hourely grow. 

Out of his browes. 

GuyL We will our fclues prouidc, 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
To kcepc thote many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feed vpon yourMaiefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculier life is bound. 

With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
T o keepe it feHc from noyance,but much more 
That fpirit,vpon whofe weale depends and refts 
The Hues of many, the cc(Te of Maiefty 
Dies not alone;buc like a gulfe doth draw 
What's necrcic,^ith it, or it is a maflie wheele 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe hugh fpokcs,tenn thoufaod lelLr things 
Arc mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls. 
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jrtme ofVenmarke. 

Fach fmall annexmcnt,pcty confequenc* 

Attends the boyftroas nine, neuer alone 
Did the King figh,but a gencrall growne. # 

King Arme you l pray you to this Ipcedy voi age. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 

Ex,mam - 

Enter VolomtU. 

cpoi ' My Lord, he’s going to his mothers elofet. 

Behind the Arras I’leconuay my felfe 

To here the profleffc.l’le warrant fliec'le tax him home. 

And as you faid.and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partialhfhould ore-heare 
The fpeech ofvancagc;fare you well my Leige, 

Tie call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Em< * • 

King. ThankesdecremyLord. 

0 my offence is rancke.it fmcls to heauen. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe rppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can 1 not. 

Though inclination be as fharp as will,; 

My Aronger guilt defeats my ftronge entent. 

And like a man to double bufines bound, 

1 Aand in paufe where I fnallfirft begmne. 

And both negleff : what ifthiscurfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweeie Heauens 
To wafli it white as fnowf whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praicr but this two-fold fi 
To be foreAalled ere we come to fall, 

<9r pardon being downe,then f lc looke vp. 

My faults is paA.buc ohlwhat forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turne?forgiue me my foule murther; 

That cannot be finec I am ttill pofteft 

Ofthofe aflfe&s for which I did themurther; 

My Ctowne.mine owne ambition,and my Qucene; 



